their own quarter of the town, a parish of their own.
Houses, houses, houses, in which were pain and torment,
kyer upon layer; storehouses of suffering, of invalids,
of pathological degeneration. An army of Geheimrats,
Medizinalrats, Sanitatsrats, physicians, assistant surgeons,
voluntary physicians and students were fighting against an
army of sick people and curing them—for the -time being.
Highly sensitive people, such as that young medical
student Fritz Rainer, were sometimes sei2ed with a horror,
a weakness, a defeatism, which is not permitted in a
doctor, A doctor must not conceive the idea, with which
Erite Rainer was at present tormenting himself, that
surely it would be more humane and more in accordance
with God's will to let the sufferers die peacefully than to
keep them alive by such violent methods.„ .,
Let us take the case of bookseller Kranich, who at that
moment was being laid on the operating table. He was
certainly prepared to submit to anything, if only he might
remain alive. He had tuberculosis of the left shoulder
joint, this Kranich, and he was being operated upon for
the third time, and this time the arm would have to
suffer. Bookseller Kranich, a quiet, good-natured man
of excellent taste, did not make much fuss about it. He
ky down on the operating table, inhaled the bitter-sweet
ether deeply, thought a little of Helene Willfiier, for
whom he cherished a secret passion, and then sank
thankfully into the deep blue-white trance of anaesthesia.
But the sick working woman who had resorted to
desperate unlawful meat^s to rid herself of the burden of
motherhood (it would have been the sixth time), and
who was lying there worn out, at peace, but weak from
loss of blood—she would rather die. Summoning all her
feeble strength, she had told the sister so, quite distinctly,
and it was almost cruel that the assistant surgeon should
want to try a blood transfusion.

